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'Buck. You haue,my Lord: 


Would it might pleafo your-Grace, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

, rr Rich. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a ^hriftian Land. 

"Buck; Know then,it is your fault,that you refigne 
The Supreme.Seat, theThcoi^MaiefticafU, 

The Sceptred Office.of your Anceftor*, 

Your State.of EoTCunc,and your Deaw of,Birth,. 

The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemijht Stock; 

Whiles in the mil^neffe of your fleepie thoughts, 
Whichhete we waken to our Countries good, 

The Noble He doth want his proper Lurvmes : 

His Face defac’d with skarres of Infamie, 

His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoft fhouldred in the (wallowingGulfc 
Of darkc Forgctfulneflc,and deepe Obiiuion. 

Which to rccure,we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to take onyou the charge 
And Kingly Gouernmcnt of this your Land: 

Not as Prote<ftor,Steward,Subfticute > 

Or lowly Fa<£lor,for anotlacrs gaine; 

But as fuccefliuely,from Bipod to Blood, 

Your Right of Birth,your Empyrie.your owne. 

For this,conforted with the Citizens, 

Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iultCaufc come Lto mouc your Grace. 

"Rich. I cannot tcll,if to depart in lilencc. 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beft fitteth my Degree,or your Condition. 

If not to anfwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition .not rep]ying,yeelded 
Tobeare the Golden Yoakeof Soueraigntie, 

Which fondly you would here impofe cn me. 

If toreproueyouforthisfuitof yours,' 

So feafon’d with your faithfull loue to me. 

Then on the other fide I check’d my friends. 

Therefore to fpeake.and to auoid the fiift. 

And then in fpeaking.not to incurre the laft, 
Dcfinitiuely thus I anfwer you. 

Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defert 
Vnmeritable,{hunnes your high requeft. 

Firft.tf all Obftacles were cut away. 

And that my Path were cucn to theCrowne, 

As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth: 

Yet fo much is my pouertie of fpirir, 

So mightie, and fo manie my defedls, 

That I would rather hide me from my GreatnelTc, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea; 

Then in my Grcatncfle couct to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory fmother’d. 

But God be thank’d,thcrc is no need of me. 

And much I need to helpe you,were there need: 

The Royall Trec hath left vs Royall Fruit, 

Which mellow’d by the Sealing howres of time, 

WiH well become the Seat of Maieftie, 

And makc(no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne. 

On him I lay that,you would lay on me. 

The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 

Which God defend that J fliould wring from him. 

Bucl^My Lord,this argues Confcience in yout Grace, 
But the rcfpe<51s thereof arc nice, and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confidered. 

You fay,that Edward is your Brothers Sonnp, 

So fay w.e too,but not by Edwards Wife; 


For firft was he contra& to Lady LuciT 
Your Mother iiues a Wknefle to his Vow ■ 

And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d ’ 

To Sifter to the King of France. 

Thefc both put off,a pooie Petitioner, 

A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes 
A Beautie-warning,and diftrefled Widow 
Euen in the aftcr-noone of her beft dayes,’ 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye 
Seduc’d the pitch,and height of his degree * ’ 

To bafe dcdenfion,and loath’d Bigamie. 5 
By her,in his vnlawfull Bed,he got 
This Edward ,whom our Manners call, the Prin 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, Ce ’ 

Saue that for rcuerence to feme aliue 
I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then good,my Lord.take to your Royall f e ^ c 
This proffer’d benefit of Dignitie: 

If not to bleffe vs and the Land withall,. 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 
From the corruption of abufing times, 

Vnto a Lineall true deriued courfc. 

Mainr. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreir«» 
Buck. Refufe not,mightic Lord,this proffer’d J, ‘ 
Catesb. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful! (L 
Rich. Alas,why would you hcape this Care on me? 

I am vnfit for State,and Maieftie: 

I doe bcfeech you take it not amiffe, 

I cannot,norl will notyecld to you. 

Buck, ^ you refufe it,as in loue and zeale 
Loth to depofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne 
As well we know your tenderneffe of heart, * 

And gentle,kinde.efte'minate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 

And egally indeede to all Eftates: 

Yet know,where you accept our fuit.or no. 

Your Brothers Sonne fhall neuer reigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe: 

And in this refolution here we leauc you. 

Come Citizens,we will entreat no more. Exeunt. 

Catesb .Call him againc.fweet Prince,accept their luit: 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it. 

Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cates, 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, 

But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 

Albeit againft my Confciertce and my Soule. 

Enter Buckingham,and the reft. 

Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graueroen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To beare her burthen,where I will or no. 

I muff haue patience to endure the Load: 

But if black Scandall,or foule-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequell of your Impofition, 

Your meere enforcement /ball acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaynes thereof; 

For God doth know,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire of this. 

Maior. God bleffe your Grace, wee lee it, and wi! 
fay it. 

Rich. In faying fo,you (ball but fay the truth. 
Buck; Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long hue King Richard ,Englands worchie King. 

Ail. Amen. 

Buck To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown a. 
Rich. Euen whemyou pleafe,for you will haue it fo. 
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<rCrT^^nhen we will attend your Grace. 

"TL oft ioyfully we take our leaue. 

A "i f A Comilet vs to our holy Worke agame 
^ell tny Coufins, farewell gentle friends. Sxcrn. 


Fare 


jlttusQuartm. Seem Trima. 


Enter the Queene, Anne Duchejfe of Cbucefter, the 
J)nchejfe of Torhe ,and Martjuejfe Dorjet. 

Duch.Tork* . Who meetes vs hcere ? 

"Id in thchand of her kind Aunt of Glofter ? 

L for my Lifc,fhec’s wandring to the Tower, 

0„ pure hearts loue,to greet thetender Prince. 
nJghter,well met. 

June. God giue your Graces both, a happie 
And a ioyfull time of day. 

Qtt As much to you.good Sifter: whither away ? 

/ntte. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueffe, 
v . 00t he like deuotion as your felues, 

Toetatulate the gentle Princes there. 

Kind Sifter thankes, wee’le enter all together: 
Enter the Lieutenant. 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 

Maftcr Lieutenant, pray you,by your leaue. 

How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke ? 

lieu. Right wcll,deare Madame: by your patience, 

I may not fufter you to vifit them. 

The King hath firi&ly charg’d the contrary. 

Vu. The King? who’s that? 
lieu. I mcanc,the Lord Prote&or. 
fu. The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hathhe fet bounds betweene their loue,and me ? 
lamthcir Mother,who fhall barre me from them ? 

Ttuch.Torke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee 
them. 

Annei Their Aunt I am in law,inIoue their Mother: 

Then bring me to their fights, lie beare thy blame. 

And take thy Office from thee.on my pcrill. 

Leu. No,Madame, no; I may noc leaue it fo : 

1 am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me. 

Exit Lieutenant . 

Enter Stanley. 

Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence. 
And lie falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 

And reuerend looker on of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Weftminfter, 

There to be crowned "Richards Royall Qucene. 

f£u. Ah,cut my Lace afunder, 

That my pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, 

Orelfc I fwoone with this dead-killing newes. 

Anne. Dcfpightfull tidings,Ovnpleafing newes. 
Dorf. Be of good cheare: Mother, how fares your 
Grace ? 

Qu. O Dor fet, fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 

Death and Dertruftion dogges thee at thy hcelcs. 

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 


If thouwile out-ftrip Death, goe crofte theSeas, 

And Hue with Rjcbmondftom the reach of Hell. 

Goe hye thee,bye thee from this (laughter-houle, 

Left thou encreafe the number of the dead. 

And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe, 

N or Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Qucene. 

■SWer.Full of wife care,is this your counlaite,Madame: 
Take all thefwift aduantage of the howres : 

You fhall haue Letters from me to my Sonne, 

In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 

Be not ta’ne tardie by vnwile delay. 

Duch. Torke. O ill difperfing Winde of Mifertc. 

O my accurfed Wombe,the Bed of Death t 
A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the World, 

Whofe vnauoidcd Eye is rourthcrous. 

Stanley. Come,Madame,come,I inallhaftewas lent, 
Anne. And I with all vnwillingnefie will goe. 

O would to God.that the inclufiue Verge 
Of Golden Mettall,that muft round my Brow, 

Were red hot Scesle,to fcarc me to the Braines, 

Anoynted let me be with deadly Venome, 

And dye ere men can fay,God faue the Qqeene. 
fflu. Goe.goe.poore foule,I enuie not thy glory. 

To feed my humor,wi(h thy felfe no harme. 

Anne. No: why? 1 When he that is my Husband now. 
Came to me,as I follow’d Henries Corfe, _ j 

When fcarce the blood was well wafht from his nands. 
Which iffued from my other Angdl Husband, ^ 

And that deare Saint,which then I weeping follow d: 

O .when I fay I look’d on Richards Face, 

This was my Wifh: 3e thou (quoth I) accurfl. 

For making me,fo young,fo old a Widow : 

And when thou wed’ft,let torrow haunt thy Bed ; 

And be thy Wife,if any be fo mad, j 

More milerable, by the Life of thee, 

Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lords death. 

Loe,ere I can repeat this Curfe againc. 

Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart 
Groflely grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubieift of mine owne Soules Curfe, 

Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft: 

For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enioy the golden deaw of fleepe. 

But with his timorous Dreamcs was ftill awak’d* 
Befides.be hates me for my Father Warwicke. 

And will (no doubt) fhortly be rid of me. 

£hs. Poore heart adieu.I pirtie thy complaining. 
zAnnc. No more, then with my foule I mourne for 
yours. 

Dorf. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
eAnne. Adieu, poore foule, that cak’ft thy leaue 
of it. 

Du.T.Go thou to Richmond,& good fortune guidethee, 
Go thou to Richard,; and good Angels tend thee. 

Go thou ro San61uarie,and good thoughts poffelfe thee, 

I to my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee. 

Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I feene. 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of tecnc. 

flu. Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower. 
Piety,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babe*, 

Whom Enuie Hath immur’d within your Walls. 

Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones, 

Rude ragged Nnrfe,old fullen Play-fellow, 

For tender Princes: vfe my Babies well; 

So foolilh Sorrowcs bids your Stones farewell* 

Exeunt. . 

{ j SoUndj 



























































































